By kicking his own tail, with all his might!
There as I rode the last remaining heath,
A cowboy with a rose between my teeth,
Their gendarmes cycled up to me. I heard
'Here is the guy to whom we gave the Bird.
What is your Number?' So I answered 'One!
As everybody's underneath the Sun.
Count me, twice over, if you can't see that
You must be drunk, or peeping through your hat.
Come to the point. Why should I have to prompt it?'
'You've got the Bird,' they sobbed, cour little Tom-tit:
You've got our Bird, and now we want it back!'
'My bird is white/ I said, 'and yours is black.
There is your little Tom-tit, see him fly
Moulting his paper feathers from the sky;
Go chase and read them, dithering as they float,
They'll get the people, but they get my goat.
Smell him as he goes carbonading by
With reeking hell to fumigate the sky,
Wait till you smell his eggs and then you'll own
You've got some little Tom-tit of your own!
But mine? At times when herding on the Flat
A snow-white Egret perches on my hat,
For whom to hawk, the cattle as they pass
Rouse up the whirring hoppers from the grass,